
I cannot name, tis nameleflc woe I wot. 

(jrune. God faue your Maieftie,& well mctGentlentca 
I hope the King is not yet lhipt for Ireland. 

Wily hoped thou fo? tis better hope he is, 

For his defignes craue hafte,his-hafte good hope : 

Then wherefore dolt thou hope he is not fbipt? 

Cjretne. That he our hope might haue retkdehispowet. 
And driuen into defpaire an enemies hope, 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this land, 

The bani/ht iSnl/w^breokf repeales himfelfe. 

And with vplifted arnies is fafe ariude at Raucnfpurgh. 
Queue. Now God in heauen forbid. 

Cjreene. Ah Madam, tis too true 5 and that is worfe: 

The Lord Northumberland,!^ youngfonne H.Picrcie, 
The Lords of Roffe,Beaumond,and Willoughby, 

With all their powerful! friendes, are fled to him. 

Hufh. Why haue you not proclaimde Northumberland 
And the reft of the reuolting faftion, tray tours? 

C jreene. We haue, wherevpon the Earle of Worcefter 
H a th broke his Staffe.refignd his Stewardship, 

And al the houfhold feruants fled with him to Bullingbrook 
Qusene. So Greene, thou art the Midwife of my woe, 
And Bullingbrooke,niy forrowes difinall heirc : 

Now hath my foule brought foorth her prodigic, 

And I a gafpingnew dehuered mother, 

H a «e woe to woc,forrow to forroyv ioynd. 

£ufh. Difpaire not Madam. 

Queue. Who /hall hinder me? 

I will difpaire and be at enmitie 
With couetous Hope, he is a flatterer, 

Aparalitc,akeeper backe of death, ; >’ ’ 
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1 King Richard the Second. 

Who gently would diflolue the bands oflife, 

Which falfeHope lingers in extreamitie.. 

Greene. Heere comes the Duke of Yorke. 

Queen e. 'With lignes of Warre about his aged necke? 
Oh fiillofearefull bu fine lie are his lookes: 

Vnckle,for Gods fake fpeake comfortable wordes. 1 
York?. Should -I do fo,I Ihould bely my thoughts. 
Comfort’s in heauen, and we are on the earth. 

Where nothing hues but crofles,care,and gricfc. 

Y our Husband he is gone to faue farre off, 

Whilftothers come to make him loofe athoffie : 

Heere am Ileft to vnderprop his land, 

Who weake with age,cannotfupport my felfe. 

Now comes the fickc houre that his furfet made, 

Now fhall he trie his Friendes that flattered him. 

Serumgmzn, My Lord, your fonne was gone before I came, 
Yorke- He was, why fo ; go all wh ich way it will : 
TheNobles they are fled,the Commons they are 
And will (I feare) reuo! t on Herfbrds fide. 

Sirra, get thee to Plafliie to my filler Glocefter 
Bid her fend me prefently a thoufand pound 
Hold take my Ring," 

Seruing. My Lord, I had forgot to tel! your Lord Hup. 

To day I came by and called there-, 

Bur I lhall gricuc you to report the reft.- 
Yd What i’ll knaue? • 

Semingm, An houre before I came, the Dutcheffc died. 5 
Yorke. God for his mcrcie / what a tyde of woes 
Comes ruffling on this wofull Land at once? 

I know-not wnat to doe : I would to-God 
(So my vntruth had not prouokt himto it) 

The King had cut offmy head with my brothers. 

What, are there two Polls dilpatcht for Ireland? 

How lhall we do for money for thefe Warres?' 

Come Sifter ,Coofin I would fay j pray pardon me ? • 

Vme fellow, get thee home,prouide fome Carts. , 

And bring away the A rmour that is there.- 
• 6n demen,w ill y ou gomufler men?.- 
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